
The Tr agedie 

All to Rich. Awake and thinkeour wrongs in Ri. bofotne 
Will conqucrhim,awakcandwintheday. 

Enter the Ghofi of L Haft tugs. 

Gho. Bloody and gui!tir,gu luiy awake, 

And in abloody ba'tcii end thy dayes. 

Thinkeor. Lord Baitings, difpaire and die. » 

To Rt. Qu ct vntroublcd foule, awake, awake, 

Arme, fight and conquer for fair c Englands fake. 

Enter the G hefts of the tivojong Princes. 

Gho. to K.R. Dreame on thy coufing fmoothred in the 
Let vs be laid within thy bofome Richard, (Tower 

And weigh thee downe to mine, fhame and death, 

Thy Nephewes foules bid thee difpaire and die. 

To Ri. Sleepe Richmond fiecpe,in peace, and wakeinioy, 
Good Angels guard thee from the Boares annoy, - 
Liue and beget a happy race of Kings, 

Edwards vnhappic tonnes do bid thee flourish. 

Enter t he Ghofi of Jjfucenc Anne his wife . 

Richard ,thy wife, that wretched Anne thy wife. 

That neuer flepta quiet houre with thee, 

Now fils thy tlccpe with perturbations. 

To morrow in the battaiic thinkc on me, 

And fall thy edge]etfcfword,dilpaireand die. 

To Rich. Thou quiet foule,flcepe thou a quicr fleepe, 
Dreame offuccclfcand happy vi&orie, 

Thy aducrfarics wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the Ghofi of Buckingham. 

The firftwas /that heipt thcc to the Crowne, 

The laft was I that felt thy tyrannic, 

0,in toe battell thinke on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltineire: 

Dr -amc on, dreame on, of bloody deeds and death, 

Fainr/ng difpairc,difpairing yeeld thy breath. 

To Ri. I dyed for hope ere I could lend theeaid, 
Btitchearcchy heart, and be thou not difmayd, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide. 

And Richard fals in height of all his pride; 

K. Rtchardftarteth out of a dreame. 

K.Rt. Giue mean other horfejhindvpmy wounds: 

Haue mcrcicleju : foft,I diu but dreame. 


of Richard the third . 1 

0 coward confcience,how doeft thouafflidme? 

The lights burnc blew.it is not dead midnight : 

Cold fearefnJl drops ftandsoo ray trembling flefh, 
VVhat do f fcare my felfe ? thercs none clfc by, 

Richard ioues Richard, that is, I am I : 

Is there a murtberer here ?no. Yes I am, 

Then flie,what from my fclfc ? great reafon why. 

Left 1 reuenge .What my fclfc vpon my fclfc? 

Alacke l loue my fclfc, wherfore ? for any good 
That I my fclfc haue done vnto my felfe ? 

One: alas I rather hate my felfe, 

For hatefull deeds committed by my (clfc : 

1 am a viliaine,yet I lyc,Iamnot. 

Fooleof thy fclfc fpeake wcIl,foole do not flatter, 
Myconfciencc hath a thoufand feuerali tongues. 

And euery tongue brings in a feuerali tale, 

And cucry tale condemncs mefora villainc a 
Periurie.in the higheft degree, 

Murther,fterne murther,in thedyreft degree, 
All(euerallfinnes,all vfdc in each degree. 

Throng all to the barre, crying all, guiltic,guiltie. 

Mull difpaire, there is no creature Ioues me. 

And if I die, no foulefiiall pittie me: 

And wherefore (hould they? fi nee that I my felfe, 

Finde in my felfc,no pittie to mylclfe. 

Methoughtthe foulcsofall that/murthred 
Cameall to my tent, and euery one did threat 
T® morrowes vengeance on the head of Richard. 

Enter Rat chffe. 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. Zounds, who is there ? 

R«t RarcUffc,niy Lord,tis / : the early village cocke 
Hathtwifc done faiu ation to the merne, 

Your friendsare vp, and buckle on their armor. 

King. O Ratchffe,! haue dreamda fearcfull dreame, 
What thinkfl thcu,will our friends ptcue all true ? 

Rat. N i doubt mv Lord. 

King. O R)tcliffc,lfeare,I fcarc. 

Rfi. Nay good my Lord.be not afraid of fliadowCS. 

lie Pauhihadowes to night 




